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EDITORIAL 


We got them for you in abundance, fellows. Here they come, stripping off those foxy threads, wriggling 
out of those tight pants and panties, and spreading themselves out all over the pages of BLACK, BARE 
AND BEAUTIFUL, just for you. Yes, these are the Jungle Judys, the Afro Queens, and the Dark, deli- 
cious soul mates of the experienced and sophisticated gent. These are the babes with the broad view- 
point on life, the pleasureable point of view. They dig action with an appreciative gent, a guy with that 
special taste for the exotic and the out of the ordinary -- they’ve got what he wants, and they're more 
than willing to give it. Yes, you know what we're talking about, don't you, gents -- these are the experts, 
the sensual, sepia sirens who can tear down any man in the sack, and tear him up for an all night work- 
out between the sheets -- these are the tan teasers, the soul swingers, the luscious, lanky foxes with only 
one thing on their minds -- pleasure, funky, down home, pleasure, and believe us stud, the pleasure 
is not theirs alone... 


his heavy equipemnt is his hand -- then she'll 

settle down and really give out with the tenderizing 
action. Wanda's veritable expert with a piece of meat 
when she's in her soul kitchen -- the bedroom. 
Waitin for that prime hunk of sirloin is another 
story, however -- this babe's interested in real 

meat, not the raw dreams that plague her 

waking moments as she waits out the 


final moments before that thrust- 
ing, humping stud arrives. What's 
that? A knock at the door! Yes- 
siree, that's him, Wanda's man, 
right outside, his hands full 

of pork loin. Wanda turns 

on her stove, stretches out on 
the sack, and spreads out 

those lush thighs... 


Bert Dodge hadn’t had a vaca- 
tion in over fifteen years. If he 
had not broken out ofthe mold of 
honesty and total passivity by 
lying to his wife, he would still 
be at home, going through the 
same routine. Sitting near the 


edge of the hotel swimming 
pool, watching the unbelievable 
hunks of primo ass strutting 
their plentiful stuff all around 
him, Bert hadn’t the faintest 
glimmer of bad conscience in his 
mind or spirit. He felt good. He 
was glad he had finally done it. 


As a matter of fact, the only dis- 
quieting sensation that had even 
briefly fluttered into his con- 
sciousness since he had resolved 
weeks ago to follow through on 
his plans was the subtle cring- 
ing that overcame him when he 
realized just how much of a pa- 
thetic wimp he had been not to 
think he could have got away 
with this kind of action many 
times before. 


Twenty years of marriage is a 
long time—that’s a cliche, but 


what is there to say of such insti- 
tutions which can so easily dom- 
inate a man’s life to the extent 
that he forgets there are ac- 
tually other modes of existence 
which are not only permissable, 
but potentially more fun? Not 
much to say about it, got much 
to think about in general terms — 
only the specific matters when 
one talks of marriage—one must 
wallow in the specific to under- 
stand it all. 


The specifics of Bert Dodge's 


marriage—are they important to 
the story of his solitary weekend 
in Las Vegas, his climactic stand 
against the loss of his balls? 
Yes, that's what Bert feared, that 
he had indeed lost possession of 
his prized set of noogies. They 
were as fine a set of noogies as 
anyone has seen in any of the 
locker-rooms of the greater 
South Western portion of these 
here United States. Bert’s mar- 
riage was founded on his pre- 
cious noogies, and Bert’s mar- 
riage was the reason why he 
thought he was losing his noo- 
gies to the will of another being. 
We must examine Bert’s mar- 
riage. 

Reba Dodge was Bert's wife. 
They were married right out of 
highschool, and if the truth is 
what we are after here, then we 
must reveal at this time that the 
then Reba Melbus chose our boy, 
Bert Dodge as her husband be- 
cause he was the most heavily 
endowed, in the testicular and 
penile areas, of all the lads she 
had sucked and fucked in the 
Senior Class. Reba and Bert 
were Texans, and as we all 
know, Texans are afflicted with 
a definite thing about “size” — 
notably, they like big cars, big 
steaks, big money, and big oil— 
it stands to reason that the wom- 
enfolk of this great state like 
dick, big dick. Bert had a big 
dick, the very biggest Reba had 
ever drained into her mouth, ass- 
hole or her highly prized and 
rosy snatch. Bert had balls like 
large navel oranges. Reba was 
helpless. 

Now Bert and Reba had had a 
genuinely touching romance be- 
fore that fateful night when 
Reba’s parents had gone to New 
Orleans and the great suburban 
ranch house was empty of life 
except for the young lovers. 
They had heard tales of how 
each one of them “liked” the 
other, and they had made eyes 
and rubbed up against each other 
in the halls between classes, but 
it wasn’t until Annie Lou Simp- 
son’s boyfriend Hank Steer had 


told Annie Lou that Bert Dodge 
was hung like a bull mule that 
word got back to Reba about this 
intimate, and to her, earthshak- 
ingly important and kinky de- 
tail. They were introduced by 
Annie Lou at an after football 
game party, and immediately 
the pair had entered superheated 
teen mating rut, and Bert offered 
to take her home after the party. 

Now Reba was one of those 
kinds of gals who was a pom- 
pom girl, very social and all, 
and rich, and very popular— 
“Most Absolutely Charming” in 
the yearbook and all. Her attrac- 
tiveness to the boys was physi- 
cal, but she had great mental 
energy and appeal as well, ex- 
cept the cum-stuffed lads never 
recognized this in her. They were 
hypnotized by her pretty face, 
her blonde hair, her tight, bounc- 
ing titties, her lickable butt. 
Reba couldn’t abide these lads 
and their selfishness—they were 
exactly like animals in heat, 
like the animals on Daddy Mel- 
bus’ range land and farms, when 
they were taken to the pens for 
mating purposes. Reba enjoyed 
watching the bulls and cows and 
the stallions and mares. She 
learned alot from watching Na- 
ture in high gear down on the 
farm, and she gained an appre- 
ciation of size. Reba never talked 
about sex, never showed any in- 
terest in it, and patently resisted 
all public shows of affection. 
Once, however, a lad had suc- 
ceeded in isolating himself with 
the fresh faced and vivacious 
young lady, most often he 
would, with awestruck eyes and 
slobbering open mouth, watch as 
the tight little teener proceeded 
to carry out a thorough, clinical 
and highly skilled examination 
of the penile member which 
stood out from the zipper of his 
damp levi's. 

In short, Reba, in her early 
days, was a closet penis freak, a 
sex mad wench of the desert 
plain, with an obsession about 
weight, diameter, length, heat 
and most of all, copiousness of 


discharge. Reba was a cum 
hound. 

They got back to Reba's par- 
ents house about eleven, not hav- 
ing shared a word on the ride but 
not at all uncomfortable with 
the silence. The minute the doors 
to Bert's fifty one Chevy fastback 
were shut, Reba had slid across 
the smooth black naugahyde, 
put one arm around Bert's shoul- 
der and the other on the inside of 
his thigh, right over the semi- 
erect length of his massive tu- 
besteak, right on the bulbous 
head. She stroked very lightly 
over the leaking length of meat, 
giving Bert an outrageously lus- 
cious rim job on his ear as she 
skillfully used her tiny painted 
fingers on his boner. Bert was 
whimpering to himself by the 
time they arrived, his balls so 
painfully bloated that he had to 
walk doubled over to make it 
through the door of the house. 
Reba laughed gently at him, 
slapping his ass lightly to 
hurry him along, and singing in 
her church choirgirl voice, “Blue 
balls, blue balls, over the ocean 
...” Bert snorted like a stallion 
through his nostrils, lumbering 
into the livingroom and settling 
on the couch. 

Reba ran at him and jumped in 
his lap, and squealed teasingly 
at him. 

“Catch me, my big hero.” Bert 
bellowed in agony and heat like 
a Brahma bull in bondage, with 
an oozing cow tied just out of its 
reach. 

“Did I hurt you, my big foot- 
ball hero? Tell me, where does 
it hurt? Huh, Berty, tell 
Mommy where it hurts and 
mommy will kiss it and make it 
better.” Reba teased, and Bert 
pointed to his crotch. Reba 
stretched his hulking body down 
on the deep pile shag carpet, and 
undid his belt, zipper and shoe- 
laces, and stripped the lad down 
in preparation for his examina- 
tion. When all he had on was his 
silly, sopping wet, and tented 
Jockey shorts, Reba pulled off 
her party dress, and rubbing her 


tiny palms together, prepared to 
roll down the shorts. 

This was standard operating 
procedure for the tease queen, 
and the beginning of her slow 
torture technique, which in the 
case of the prone and pulsing 
Bert Dodge was going to last for 
twenty years. His fate was 
sealed forever once that elastic 
stretched over the head of his 
horsecock, and Reba feasted her 
eyes on one full foot of male 
meat, at the pinnacle of excite- 
ment and tension, oozing great 
sloppy streamers of pre-coital 
pennzoil out the end, the balls 
the size of those oft mentioned 
naval oranges, so stuffed with 
cum that they looked like one 
great hairy cantalope floating 
below the ten-inch around stalk 
of Bert's root. Reba moaned 
aloud and gasped, and then tried 
to wrap her entire being around 
that wet and slippery red tree 
trunk. 

She tried with her tiny hands, 
her fingers far too tiny to get 
anywhere near circling the root 
of her dreams, then she tried 
sucking it, but it almost broke 
her nose trying to get it between 
her jaws. She rubbed her tits on 
it, but the dickhead itself was so 
firm that it ¢rushed her nubby 
tits down flat when she tried to 
put it between them. She floun- 
dered over it, trying to cram it up 
her snatch, but it was all hope- 
less. She got on her hands and 
knees and worshipped it like a 
Moslem praying to Mecca. Fi- 
nally, with Bert’s assistance, 
she whacked it off to the much 
needed climax, and she gobbled 
down the heavy syrup which lay 
puddled in lumpy pools all 
over his chest. 

They were married the same 
month they graduated, and for a 
while, all was bliss for the 
Dodges, especially in the marital 
sack. Each and everynight, the 
walls of their apartment would 
shake with Bert’s fierce thrusts, 
and they would tremble as Reba 
echoed each thrust and parry 
with a banshee scream of plea- 


sure. Soon, the neighboring 
young wives would wonder what 
was happening down there in 
202, and why their hubbies wer- 
en’t eliciting the same kind of re- 
sponses from them—Texans are 
curious folk as well. 

They are a jealous sort, too, 
and none was as jealous as Reba 
was of her hubby’s near fatally 
fantastic Phallus. She guarded 
it like a female bird guards the 
nest, and Bert was as sure that 
his wife would abandon the nest 
just as quickly as the mother 
Robin if some other bird sat on 
her private eggs, his eggs, his al- 
ways swollen and pressurized 
set of hot, boiling noogies. 

This jealousy led to the bad 
blood that came between them 
eventually—Reba restricted 
Bert something  fierce—she 
wouldn’t let him attend college 
—too many pretty coeds might 
take a taste of that juicy sac— 
she wouldn’t let him play poker 
with the boys—one of the other 
wives might want a little piece 
of that prize winning peter, and 
so on. Bert was a married man, 
and he believed in fidelity, till 
death do us part, and the whole 
ball of wax, but after eight years 
or so, he began to wonder. 

He ran a private contracting 
business, installing and build- 
ing custom cabinetry and kitch- 
eng in new homes, and the work 
in Rert’s case was with his 
hands, and his mind. He liked 
the work, and it kept his mind 
from turning in on itself and re- 
examining just what the hell he 
was doing with his life, but he 
could not help the fantasizing, 
the yearning for the exotic. He 
had his tubing drained and pol- 
ished in the now overly familiar 
ritual of weenie-adoration his 
wife specialized in, but he no 
longer participated with his 
whole being—he was some- 
where else whenever that gusher 
of hot cream boiled up and out of 
his pulsing scrotum into Reba’s 
mouth, palm, or between her 
tits, up her ass, or directly be- 
twixt the thighs. He was some- 


where, and it wasn’t in the bed- 
room. 

Gradually, he discovered ex- 
actly where he was. For the 
longest time he couldn’t put his 
finger on it, but the fantasy 
image gradually shaped itself 
and grew clearer as the years of 
work, eating and boredom 
stretched on and on. During this 
span of time, the images crystal- 
ized, and Bert became more taci- 
turn, more morose, more prone to 
long periods of daydreaming, pe- 
riods where he was neither 
asleep nor awake, where he 
drifted on a sea of luscious fan- 
tasies. 

The more mundane and regi- 
mented his life became, the more 
he indulged in these fantasies, 
able to conjur a penis-expanding 
vision at the drop of a nail, or 
the shutting of a light switch. 
The images were always the 
same—a tall, incredibly volup- 
tuous Black girl, stark naked, 
approaching him as he lay 
stretched out on a hotel king-size 
bed, his arms and legs bound to 
the posts as he deliciously 
writhed on the sheets in anticipa- 
tion of her first hot, creamy oral 
caress of his leaking dickhead. 

Yes, as in his waking life Bert 
Dodge retreated and isolated 
himself more and more, the more 
he yearned for this symbol of all 
that was strange, all that he did 
not possess, all that had been 
denied to him by his morality, 
by his acquiescence to his wife's 
jealousy, by his numbing work. 
In the twentieth year of his mar- 
riage, after Reba had long 
turned into a housebound sow, 
the tension finally bent Bert's 
waking will, and he decided to’ 
do something, anything, to es- 
cape the dullness and fatigue of 
his long standing condition. 
Call it the male menopause, 
call it courage, call it the call 
of the wild, whatever name you 
give it, Bert was trying to rescue 
his scrotum, save his balls, and 
he was desperate enough to han- 
dle the strategy very smoothly. 

(Continued on page 49) 
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A while back, there was a hit tune entitled the 
“Nitty Gritty”. After that, there was a popular 
film called “True Grit”. We ask you, is there any- 
one who can define the essence of the word grit, 
who has an intimate and thorough knowledge of 
colloquialism? We ask, and the deafening silence 
attests to the widespread ignorance concerning grit. 


As they say, and most likely will 
continue to say for a long time, 

a picture is worth a thousand words. 
Like to understand the meaning of 
Grit? Curious about it? Well, you’re 
looking at it, hung brother. That's 
right, it's Ms Grits, stud, spread 

out with Afro-wig hat 


Anyone who has a heavy thirst and a definite, well- 
defined taste for dark dishes and creamy tan treats 
is bound to be delighted with the kind of produce 
that Aretha offers up. Delicious tawny flesh it is, 
and quite capable of slaking that terrifying dark 
hunger and demented jungle thirst. The wary hunter 
spies her from his hideaway, and licks his parched 


AR 


lips in anticipation of the sweet P f 
delight of draining those fleshly — 

watermelons of their intrinsic / 
juices. Aretha knows the hunter f A 


is watching in a state of terminal 
arousal, and her keen instincts tell 
her that the flowing manipulations 
of her tongue upon her teat-end 
has a telling effect on the hunter’s 
hideous thirst. Aretha is wise to the 
ways of the wary hunter, for she 

is a jungle huntress herself, intent 
upon using her succulent attributes 
to their best purposes - for her 
pleasure. 


and other tasty details of urban and hybrid Afro expertise. 
Understand the meaning of Grit now gents? Any further questions 
about the texture, flavor and coloration of True Grit? Any special 
requests? Direct your inquiries directly at Ms Grits, gents. 


Now, how’s this for a gritty look at grinding action? Seen anything quite as exciting in your sick 
life brother? The hell, you say. Look at that plump posterior spinning up there in the rarified 
atmosphere. Tasty, eh? You're damn right, and it's gritty too... 


What goes perfect on a hot summer 
day to quench that deep, dry 
thirst? Beer, wine, iced tea -- they're 
fine, but wouldn't a nice juicy 
section of watermelon really do 

the trick? It should, 


Ah, writhing in the raw, we see 
Aretha at her juicy best, her 
weighty and magnificent water- 
melons cascading to and fro across 
the vast expanses of her choco- 
late chest, her slick thighs moist- 
ening in intimate heat, her tongue 
skillfully tangoing upon her broad, 
buttery lips. Aretha, the essence 
of juicy dark femininity, the 
hunting trophy of a lifetime, 

the one to soothe your thirst. 
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Fai y <= 
“Dig these crazy nylons, bro? | bet you do, he-man, 
I can see what their doing to your thing, if you 
know what | mean. How about my jewels, bro? They 
light that fire of yours? Sure enough do, don't they. 
I dig gettin down to my jewels, and settling down 
to a nice long strut with a huge stud.” 


“You're cookin’ stud, now you're 
cookin! That's the boy, climb aboard, 
and we'll get comfortable and strut a- 

„ While, It’s fun struttin‘ like this ain't 

“Feels funky, don't it stud, just 

slippin' And-sliding slowly in and out 

E like that? Keep on Struttin, bro!” 

[SSE 

ae 


“Yum, yum, big bold stud. How'd you like to slip outa those sharp threads you got wrapped 
around your body and kinda slink up to my side and do the strut awhile? You can dig the 
strut, can't you bro, you know, do the Funky Chicken, the Dirty Dog, and the all night 
Tango? Right on, bro, we's gonna do the strut now. It’s simple, you see, IIl show you how”. 


“That's the spirit, bold soul 
strutter, take those tight pants 
down, and lube that long tube, 
and get down and get with it, 
bold stud. You got it now, that's 
it, move those hips, shake that 
thing, shake it harder, that's it 
boy, now Strut on up and do the 
Snake, do the Dog, do the do, 
bro, cause we's gonna get down 
and do it all night long. Geek 

my thighs bro, and geek these 
knobs. Sharp, eh? You're damn 
straight they're sharp too - too 
smooth, right bro? That's telling 
it like it is, funky soul hunter, too 
smooth. Put another heavy set on 
the stereo bro, we got all night 
to truck and strut, so what's all 
the rush? That's right, mellow 
out and lay back bro, and get 
that rhythm going at a nice pace. 
Got to make this last, soul mate, 
got it straight?” 


THE BLACK PROSTITUTE 


In certain counties of the far northwestern cor- 
ners of Nevada, prostitution is legal. In the fa- 
mous playground of Las Vegas it is definitely not 
legal and the law is supposedly rather strictly 
enforced. The fact of the matter is that the letter of 
the law is ignored unless the prostitute.makes a 
public display of herself that would repel law-a- 
biding gamblers in the neonsplated town. 

There are both Black and White prostitutes in 
Las Vegas, and many of the Black girls came from 
the east side of Los Angeles or from down South. 
Their primary handicap in the competition with 
the White prostitutes is that the Black females 
bear the connotation that they are the poor-man's 
lady of the evening. The White girls exploit this 
thought and make better money because they al- 
ways find out what the Black prostitute is charg- 
ing and then they charge just a little more because 
they claim that they are the rieh-man’s prostitute. 

This rivalry that tends to go to extremes has an 
adverse effect on many of the Black prostitutes 
who believe after a while that they are indeed the 
whores of those who can barely afford their ser- 
vices. As was revealed in many discussions with a 
select group of Black prostitutes, this belief, how- 
ever unfounded as it may be, does have an effect on 
their private sex lives as well as their public. 


The White prostitutes do run the sex life of the 
city located in Paradise County of Nevada. The 
White prostitutes were a major force in the begin- 
ning and have held onto that position of superior- 
ity ever since. They dislike the idea of the Black 
prostitutes coming in and taking away their cus- 
tomers. As a result of the hatred that has devel- 
oped between the two factions, there has always 
been an atmosphere of war between them. They are 
constantly trying to get the other side blamed for 
any problems that spring up in the city's nightlife. 


The sexual desire of the Black prostitute has 
remained strong in spite of the fact that everytime 
they are seen by a group of White prostitutes, the 
White ones are doing everything from namecall- 
ing to out and out harrassment to get the Black 
girl out of town as soon as they can. 

While the Black prostitute's sexual desires are 
strong, many have come to genuinely believe that 
they are second-class ladies. Thinking this has 
caused them much trouble with their customers 
and with the men in their social life. They have re- 
vealed in most intimate conversations that while 
often in other towns they have had a good sexual 


time with their customers, here in Las Vegas they 
have found themselves giving the impression they 
are having.a great time but in reality it is all 
show. 

Apparently the impression that they are not 
first-rate prostitutes has affected them sub-con- 
sciously and as a result of that, their sexual re- 
sponse has been below.par. This psychological im- 
pact is readily understood and appreciated when 
one measures how frequently these Black females 
are confronted with the domineering White prosti- 
tute both in the street and in the hotel casinos 
where the great majority of customers are located. 

The psychological pressures are reinforced when 
paranoid feelings are implanted into the Black 
Prostitutes’ mind by the White prostitute's turning 
informer against them on numerous occasions. This 
makes them very nervous and that makes it even 
the more difficult for them to pick up their men for 
the night. This builds until they throw up their 
hands and leave town or just break down. Their in- 
comes fall off sharply and their lives begin to dis- 
integrate badly. The conclusion that soon befalls 
them is that maybe the White prostitutes are right. 

Many Black females pay little attention and go 
about their business unfettered by the White girls. 
They are the ones that fight back and lead healthy 
sex lives all around. The concern though is fo- 
cused on the Black female who cannot survive for 
very long in such a hostile environment. She starts 
to lose her sex drive. When that happens to her, 
her business slumps and her private sex life finds 
itself destroyed also. 

The only hope of the poor female is to make her 
life blossom elsewhere. But this she rarely does. 
The allure of this super nightspot is too over- 
whelming. She is incapable of believing that the 
other end of the rainbow is just as promising. She 
is here because she is convinced this is the high 
point of her life. She holds on dearly to the con- 
cept that she must remain in Las Vegas or else her 
entire life is on the way down the hill from that 
point on, and that is simply not true. 

With many of the Black whores who do not take 
the punishment dished out by the city onto them 
too well, their sex lives do tend to shrink, both in 
quality and quantity. After a point, there is little 
to speak of. 

On speaking to one Black girl who makes her 
living when nighttime falls, she explained that 
the White prostitutes are constantly after her cus- 
tomers. She finds that she cannot leave her cus- 
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tomers alone for a moment. As soon as she turns 
her back, some White female has persuaded him 
away, leaving the Black girl with nothing but egg 
on her pretty face. That can be very frustrating 
along with expensive, 

She goes onto to say that the reason she feels 
that the man goes elsewhere is because he has no 
confidence in her abilities as a good prostitute. 
This soon plants itself firmly in her mind and she 
believes it whole-heartedly. This results in a 
dampening of her female confidence during sex. 
She has a sex drive and does indeed have the desire 
to receive lasting sexual gratification from her 
acts, but if she knows in her own mind that she is 
not any good, then that throws ice water on the 
whole activity. 

This writer has spoken in depth to a prostitute 
who claims she has tried in vain to overcome cer- 
tain sexual hang-ups that have been wrought ov- 
ertly by the White prostitutes of the Las Vegas 
community. She goes on to state rather emphati- 
cally that she believes she can no longer have en- 
joyable sex with men. 

This is a rather extreme attitude to cling onto, 
but it is her attitude and she believes that it is 
well-founded. I attempted to persuade her other- 
wise, but this was wasted. She claims that on 
many occassions she was unable to bring a man to 
shoot off in her mouth. She says that she fails to 
achieve climax on most sex experiences. 

What all this is, is a psychological block that 
was built up by the constant bombardment of the 
White prostitutes who picture themselves as far 
superior elements in nightlife and bedroom en- 
deavors. To convince them that such is not the case 
would only bring on laughter. To convince the 
poor Black prostitute who lies alone in bed that 
such is not the case would only bring on disbelief 
and dislike. 

The answer to how to crack the psychological 
block that has seeped into the minds of many 
Black prostitutes is to have their male customers, 
essentially White, to dispel their deep belief of 
sexual inferiority. This is, of course, all well and 
good on a theoretical basis, but there is much more 
required in the real world to afford any change 
whatsoever. 

Barring the fact that it is practically impossi- 
ble to expect male customers to boast the sexual 
egos of their madams for the evening, the only 
route left to erradicate certain sexual hang-ups of 
many Black prostitutes is to have them convince 
themselves that they are as good if not better than 
the White prostitutes that are taking away all 
their business. 

This writer spoke to several Black girls about 
utilizing this new approach to their daily exis- 
tence in Las Vegas. The reaction was definitely a 
mixed one. The girls were evenly split on if such a 
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concept was a meaningful one and if so should 
they try it and see what results. To be fair to the 
reader, a cross-sampling of their extraordinary and 
often curt opinions will be given to demonstrate 
the wide spectrum of response that was encoun- 
tered on the interview trail. 

One outspoken Black prostitute is named Phyl- 
lis. She never considered herself inferior to any- 
body and claims to have had as much success from 
prostitution as any White prostitute in that city. 
When asked about how many of her co-workers 
were gathering traumatic experiences from the de- 
liberate verbal assaults of the White prostitutes, 
she reacted with great energy. She stated in no 
uncertain terms that she thought the whole thing 
despicable. The very idea that the sex lives of her 
friends was being disrupted hyped her blood 
pressure. She thought it cruel and mean that the 
White whores, who were making so much money 
as it was and had the local police in their hip 
pocket, would perpetrate such tactics onto the 
Black prostitutes. 

She put it simply: “They do have a goddman 
nerve to keep my sisters so uptight about them- 
selves. I know sisters who are real nervous wrecks. 
Why they can’t fuck or kiss right or do any of that 
shit with a trick or with their old man. Hell, what 
are they trying to prove? 

“They’re just out to clean the town up for only 
themselves, that’s all. What do they care who gets 
hurt in the meantime? I think all the sisters 
should get together and throw those honkies out on 
their asses. 

“Yeah, I know there are a lot of Black girls here 
who are taking this hard and screw themselves up 
over it. I know one sister who lost her old man be- 
cause of that. Jesus! I don’t think telling herself 
she’s good gonna make a helluva lot of difference. 
Some of them need a shrink if they’s gonna get 
anywhere with themselves. 

“The best thing for them to do is to say ‘fuck it!’ 
And then they take it out on them honky whores. 
When one of them strolls on over and tries to take 
her trick, she turns around and asks her over to a 
corner of the room in the head. Then she knocks her 
teeth in so she won’t be picking up any of her tricks 
for a long time to come. She’ll be visiting the den- 
tist more than a bedroom in the hotel and that’ll 
keep our sisters in business. Now that’s what they 
need to give them that self-confidence you’ve been 
talking about all this time. Sitting in front of a 
mirror telling themselves they’re gorgeous ain’t 
gonna do shit. You gotta have action. You gotta let 
those honky whores know you mean business and 
back it up.” 

Definitely a militaristic stand which was not 
atypical of many attitudes that were encountered. 
Apparently there is a feeling of oppression here 
that has its roots further back than just Las Vegas. 


In any event, one Black prostitute did put her 
feelings across in a more milder tone one afternoon 
as we sat discussing the issue out by the swimming 
pool at the Tropicana Hotel. Her name is Alice 
and she put it this way: 

“Maybe the way to lift themselves up would be 
to sit down with one another and talk it over and 
see that things are not as bad as they think they 
are. I know that for a long time I was feeling I 
was through. I had it all arranged in my mind that 
these White whores were here to stay and I was on 
the way out any second there. 

“Well, maybe things are different, I said to my- 
self. So I began to have a little more self-confi- 
dence. If some White bitch reported me to the pigs, 
Iturned around and reported her. They would has- 
sle her and then she’d leave me alone. She got the 
message real plain and they all would after a 
while. 

“A lot of girls are afraid to do anything and 
they are the ones that pack up and leave town. 
“That's bad for them. They know no other work and 
they end up begging in the streets or getting wel- 
fare or something. What else is there for them, 
right? Well, they should stay. If not stay here 
where the big monoey is, at least nose up North to 
them ranches where hooking is legit. The pay is 
lower because the risks are so much less, but then 
again you do have work and there’s no denying 
that, baby. 

“I have no sympathy for the sisters who get lost 
as soon as the White whores start applying the 
pressure. I’ve spoken to lots of girls and they tell 
me that many go to pieces. Imagine that! The sis- 
ters can't fuck worth beans. Well, that's no way to 
be. Many of them have families. The extra money 
means a lot to them. And if they can't do that and 
then they break up their marriage also, is it worth 
it all? No, not on your life. 

“They should sit down with some counselor and 
talk, or they should sit here by the pool and talk 
among themselves. They are as good, if not better, 
than the White bitches who think they are big shit 
around here. That ain't the truth for damn sure. 
They know the score just as good as anybody. Only 
trouble is they're so used to being low-man on the 
totem pole that when the White bitches steal their 
tricks right out of the lobby from them, they think 
it's because they're so much better them White 
whores. 

“What the sisters got to do is fight back. Not 
really physically fight back, but show them 
White hookers that they are made of something 
worthwhile: That they won't take anymore shit 
from them. They should secure their tricks. Lots of 
the time they leave the trick sitting in the lobby 
while they check if the coast is clear to their room. 
They are so afraid the bitches got the pigs on their 
tails that they got to look ahead of time. And 


meanwhile while they're looking up and down the 
hallways up there, the White bitch sees the trick 
and starts smooth-talking him up to her place 
where he’ll have a better time. He feels more, par- 
don the expression, natural with her, and she 
slowly and steadily persuades him that he’ll 
have a better time with someone his own color. 

“The real problem is there are few, very few 
Black tricks in this town. I’ve only laid two all 
year long. I’d like to see a White bitch take away a 
Black trick with that sweet talk ofhers! Never! 

“Well, in answer to your question, yes I think it 
would do some good for them to sit down with 
themselves and build up a little confidence. I re- 
alize that many are flaking off because of the pres- 
sure. A little confidence can’t hurt no one. The big 
thing is though for them to be a little less worried 
about the pigs being at every corner. They get so 
afraid of that they lose any control over their trick. 
They make him a nervous wreck and it’s real easy 
for the White bitch in her cool and calm way to get 
him over to her bed.” 

So, we travel from one extreme to the other. No 
special concensus of opinion was obtained from the 
Black prostitutes concerning a sure cure to their 
problem with their White co-workers, who they re- 
ferred to with little regard. Not achieving any sat- 
isfactory response there, this writer interviewed 
several White pros—to hopefully get further in- 
sight into the problem. 

Apparently no love was lost with them either. I 
outlined the situation as seen by the Black girls 
and asked for their appraisal of the facts. Most of 
the White whores denied the faets saying that it 
was a tough business all around and unfortunate 
that many Black girls take it all hard. They said 
that if the Black girls let the pressures of the 
business ruin their social life on the outside, well 
then, the only panacea for that would be to find a 
new trade and fast. 

The White prostitutes refused to believe that 
they were the blame for many Black whores’ insta- 
bility as regards sexual relationships both with 
their customers and their husbands or boy friends. 
They disclaimed even any knowledge of the idea 
that there were numerous Black prostitutes having 
diffieulties trying to consummate their relation- 
ships. Many said that my bringing it to their atten- 
tion was the first time they knew anything about 
it. 

I also questioned them as to their reporting 
Black prostitutes in an effort to harrass them, and 
for no other reason. They claimed that they don't 
report others of their profession, unless there is 
something wrong, like she is only using her prosti- 
tution as a cover-up for selling cocaine or some- 
thing. Then they report her for the drug sales. 

When I later spoke to some of the Black prosti- 
tutes I had interviewed days before and told them 


what I had heard from the White prostitutes, they 
were either up in arms or took it all very calmly. 
One who took it calmly was Alice: 

“What the hell do you expect them to say? You 
want them to admit what they do and then ask for 
forgiveness? Of course they said they never heard 
of us. They would really like it if we all beat it 
and they never heard from us ever again. But we’re 
gonna stick around and lick it. 

“I know many girls who would rather pack and 
leave, and they’d do that without first thinking 
what wuld happen to their lives if they did. They 
don’t use their heads sometimes, and then they 
really regret it. But they’re staying and they’re 
gonna show that they can’t be scared off that fast.” 

Phyllis was more to the point (as was ex- 
pected): “Shit! That’s a real funny one, them turn- 
ing us in when we're supposed to be dealing coke. 
Hah, this town's so dry of that stuff, there ain't 
none to deal if we wanted to, and 1 know some 
White honkies who'd love to sell by the poundful 
if they could get their dirty hands on the stuff. 

“Sure they don't have no idea why we're com- 
plaining. You listen to them long enough and be- 
fore you know it they have you believing we're the 
cause of their sex hang-ups. I don't pay them no 
mind at all. I’ve got my thing together and if they 
ever gimme any of their shit, I’ll throw it right 
back in their face.” 

Still, the sexual problems persist and it is un- 
fortunate to note that the number of Black prosti- 
tutes who are reporting that they are experiencing 
sexual difficulties is on the upswing. The problem 
narrows down to lack of fulfillment, lack of satis- 
fying gratification. They do have sex with custom- 
ers and husbands, but they are finding it increas- 
ingly troublesome to go to climax. These women 
are not achieving orgasm. 

There may be an answer to the dilemma from 
the male's point of view. It may be possible for 
him to try different stimulus in order to bring his 
mate to orgasm. This, of course, is inapplicable to 
the paying customer, but it can be very applicable 
to the prostitute's husband or boyfriend. 

One of the Black prostitutes who did admit sex- 
ual troubles was a petit female named Joanne. 
This writer was able to speak to her and also to 
her boyfriend. He was asked if the pressures of the 
White prostitutes has had any effect on their sex 
lives. His answers were quite frank: “To some de- 
gree, yeah. Jo and me used to fuck two times a day, 
sometimes more if she were taking one of her vaca- 
tions. During the fall there ain't too many busi- 
nessmen up here and her work falls off. So we take 
a trip somewhere and ball more often. 

“I know about the shit that the honky whores 
have been doing and I'm fed up with it. Jo is not 
taking it too good. We have our sex and she still 
has her customers but she doesn't quite get into it 


like we should. I do all right but then I ask her 
afterwards and she says that she came close but 
she's all tensed up and doesn't groove into the 
balling like I know that she can. And she has 
done a real job of it years past. It must be those 
White whores who think they own the place. 

“I do what I can to help her. I tell her that she 
is very good and that there ain't any point in let- 
ting these honky bastards screw her up left and 
right. She agrees with me and realizes what is hap- 
pening to her. She's fucking mad at them whores, 
but I guess deep down inside something is fucked 
up. 
“And Jo ain't the only chick who's getting the 
raw end of the stick here. 1 know for a fact that 
many of her friends are also getting shafted from 
White whores who are scheming against them for 
their tricks, and spreading stories about them to 
the cops, and who the hell knows what else. But 
it's happening. And it's no wonder Jo feels de- 
pressed and can't groove into a good fuck. Know 
what I mean?” 

I did know exactly what he meant. It also ap- 
peared that even with his soothing words to 
Joanne, she still has not been able to shake her 
problems. Although she is functioning well on 
the outside, Joanne is not climaxing and therefore 
her sex is becoming very mundane and without 
meaning. I asked her if she thought moving to the 
legal houses further north would help along her 
emotional condition. She responded: 

“I doubt it. You see the money is only a fourth 
up there at the ranches than down here. The johns 
pay for not having to drive a hundred miles into 
the desert but for doing it in their hotel suites. If 
we left, I guess we would still get some static 
from the honkies up there, too. I don’t know what 
to do. I think I’ll end up staying here and making 
a bundle for a while and then we’re gonna travel. 
Maybe get out of the country. 

“I don’t believe in head doctors. This is some- 
thing I’ll work out by myself. My sex life ain't so 
bad that I gotta run to a shrink everytime I don’t 
juice as much as I should. Hell, I get good days 
and bad days. If I was gonna worry about the bad 
ones that much, I'd go bananas. 

“Sure, I think they’re getting to me. And that’s 
something I’m gonna get together on my own. I 
don’t need any kind of doctor to tell me what I al- 
ready know from the start. Things will work them- 
selves out and I’ll be fucking fine real soon. I’m 
convinced of that.” 

To listen to Joanne, one would come away be- 
lieving that she indeed was so sure that she could 
work out her own affairs without professional help 
that there was nothing to be concerned about. Un- 
fortunately, most emotional problems do not fade 
away by themselves unless the cause is uprooted 

(Continued on page 47) 
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Nothing at all in this world 

_£ better than a steaming cup of 
È hot chocolate to start off a day -- 
Reba fills the bill. How’d you 
like to wake up with this hot num- 
ber dripping into your face? 


Reba’s a stewardess on Afro Airlines flight num- 

ber Uno. That's right, bug-eyed bro, this baby is 
primo sweet stuff -- top drawer, first quality, impor- 
ted semi-Dutch chocolate. Melts in your mouth bro, 
and in your hands, your car seat, anywhere you set 
that fire going, Reba's gonna melt for you. Hot choc- 
olate brother, that's what we're talking about, wet, 
slick, hot and sweet. Can you dig it? 


(Continued from page 42) 
and dispensed with in a total fashion. 

In this situation, Joanne’s sexual difficulties 
will not dissolve as long as she remains in her 
present situation. That situation is simply defined 
as one where she is in constant exposure to the 
White prostitutes and the troubles arising from 
that relationship alone. 

To truly alleviate the problem for herself and 
many of the other Black girls who face the same 
harrassment all the time would mean to curtail 
the activities of the White majority that is infring- 
ing on the privileges and the rights of the Black 
prostituttes operating in the same hotels and 
sometimes even the same floors of those hotels. 

And how is it affecting business with them 
both? Is anybody gaining from these continual as- 
saults on the Black prostitutes? To forecast an 
opinion would be too speculative to have any 
valid merit to it. So, this writer instead spoke to a 
customer whose sexual experiences in Las Vegas 
have been with both the Black and the White pros- 
titutes. For purposes of nonidentification, his name 
has been withheld: 

“There ain’t no question about it but that the 
Black whores are better than the White whores. 
It’s hard to say concretely, but they charge less 
and you get so much more fun out of it when you 
go in there. I don’t know exactly what it is, but it 
just seems they take a more active interest in what 
they do. 

“The White whores smile a lot and help you 
along, if you even need that help. Then you ball 
’em and then they wait until you've talked your- 
self out for the hour and they leave if it's your 
place or boot you out if it's theirs. Now the Black 
whore ain't thai concerned about the ticking of the 
clock. She's more interested if you had a good time 
or not. That's the important thing. Those damn 
White whores are clock watchers. Oh, yeah, they 
really know how to get on a good fuck, but you 
just don't enjoy as much. 

“I think the thing is, is that with the White 
whores you realize it's a business, but the Black 
girls make you forget that and you have fun only. 

“Yeah, I heard that there's been a lot of trouble 
between the two groups. I remember one occassion 
where a Black whore, real nice with giant tits, 
picked me up in one of the casino lobbies. We 
agreed on a deal and she told me to wait a minute 
while she made sure the room was ready or some- 
thing. No sooner did she walk away than this 
White whore, real foxy lady I’ll tell ya, waltzed 
on up to me and made me a proposition for more 
money. That took me by surprise. The last thing I 
expected was to be propositioned so fast so soon. I 
got a feeling this baby was waiting in the wings 
for me. 

“So I told her I had other business and she did 


her best to persuade me, going as far as to pull 
down her bra in front of me so I could see those big 
tits and everything. It was very tempting, but I 
knew the other Black chick was gonna be coming 
back any second. And she did. When the two chicks 
saw one another they got real mad and I figured 
they were gonna claw each other to death right 
then and there. 

“The Black chick asked me if everything was 
still on. I nodded and she handed me her room key 
up on the ninth floor of the hotel. She told me to 
wait for her and she would be along as soon as she 
spoke to the White chick. Well, hell, I knew what 
was happening, but I took the key and made be- 
lieve that I was going on to the room. 

“T turned the corner and waited to see what hap- 
pened next. The two chicks talked between them- 
selves for a few moments. I couldn’t hear what 
they were saying because the noise from the casino 
was so loud. But I did see them go out into the 
parking lot and I followed them without being 
seen. 

“When I got out there, I saw the Black swing 
back and smash the White chick in the face with 
her fist. The White broad was knocked over and 
fell down where she hit her head against the hub- 
cap of a parked car. The Black chick laughed and 
walked back to the hotel. I zipped up to her room 
and when she came in we balled really well. 

“The only time I met a Black chick who I sus- 
pected did not enjoy our fucking was about three 
weeks ago. She went through all the motions with 
me and smiled and had a great time at least on the 
surface. But there was something in the air that 
told me she was unhappy. She didn’t wanna talk 
about it and smiled at me when I brought it up, 
but I could tell that she was not enjoying it very 
much. And I know it wasn’t me.” 

It is not uncommon for the easy remedy to a so- 
cial problem to manifest itself in physical attack. 
The above Black female was apparently quite 
tired of being hassled by a White prostitute that 
came at her time and time again. This was causing 
her some emotional difficulties that were proba- 
bly not well-rooted yet, and she wanted to nip her 
problem in the bud as soon as she could. And she 
did, successful or not is still to be seen. 

To break out.in a violent attack does relieve 
some emotional strain because the patient then be- 
lieves that finally something positive has been 
done to alleviate this annoying problem. And 
well it might, but that is questionable. In fact, 
such an attack upon the White prostitute as hap- 
pened above may bring further reprisals in the 
form of ganging up by many White prostitutes 
against the sole Black girl or even constant police 
surveillance that would undoubtedly put a quick 
end to her activities of prostitution and thereby 
cut-off her livelihood. 


hang-ups that may be developed by Black prosti- 
tutes because of White prostitute harassment are 
serious indeed and do require consideration by pro- 
fessional counselors. Some Black girls have com- 
plained of not being able to enjoy either profes- 
sional sex or sex with their social mates. The 
problem is real and therefore what is required is a 
very real solution. 

Apparently there exists a giant abyss between 
the White and the Black prostitute. They have an 
ingrown hatred ofone another that may span many 
generations. In any event, they do not prefer one 
another’s company and do their best to make life 
unpleasant for the other. 

Some kind of a resolution of the problem 
through a mutual agreement seems to be too theo- 
retical when the realistic situation is astutely ap- 
praised. What then is necessary is an impartial 
third force that would come in on the scene, evalu- 
ate the predicament, and then put forth equitable 
answers that would be acceptable to all parties. 

Such a third force is the resident psychologist. 
He has the training, the experience, and the tools 
to see how the sex life of the Black girl prostitute 
can be improved to the point of more than ade- 
quate. 

The professional psychologist must work with 
the Black prostitute to assure her that these trau- 
matic happenings that are pepetrated by the prosti- 
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rected to have her quit her work in Las Vegas. She 
must be directed not to take these occurrances too 
personally, like several are in fact doing. Once 
she allows herself to be the personal target of the 
White prostitutes, then she opens herself to a 
whole range of emotional instability coupled with 
the resulting sexual difficulties of unsatisfactory 
sex. 

This must not be allowed to happen. Most of the 
Black prostitutes who operate in the area are 
strong-willed women who would not bend, or 
crack, under such pressure. They do go about their 
business as usual and scoff at the feeble attempts 
of harrassment by the White prostitutes. Unfortu- 
nately, there are the handful of Black women who 
do succumb to the terrible tactics employed by the 
White women. And it is these Black girls that 
must be watched carefully and reassured of their 
own sexual fulfillment. 

All the prostitutes in Las Vegas can achieve 
sexual gratification with a paying customer. What 
the psychologist must be constantly aware of is 
the few prostitutes who under pressure do not 
enjoy their sex because of the implanted belief of 
inferiority or of paranoia that is everywhere evi- 
dent with many Black girls in the major casinos. 

The problem here can be solved. All it takes is 
a willingness by the Black prostitute to talk 
about it. e 
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(Continued from page 13) 

It wasn’t that unusual for 
Bert to take a weekend or a week 
away from home on a job outside 
of town. Reba insisted that he be 
available on the phone for her to 
talk to at any time, night or day, 
you know, just in case—just in 
case of what, Bert never under- 
stood, for tragedy never struck, 
and strangely, it was always 
some minor league bullshit 
they talked about, or some com- 
plex and annoying hassle that 
he didn't even want to hear 
about, he wondered just why he 
allowed this situation to de- 
velop. Bert told Reba he had a 
job for a week on a new site, 
where he was going to have to 
camp—no motel, no phone, just 
the crew and himself, roughing 
it. He’d take the truck and set 
things up, and then three days 
later, the crew would arrive, and 
he’d leave on Friday to let them 
finish unsupervised. 

He didn’t leave it at a verbal 
presentation—he forged contract 
blanks, showed her work orders, 
the whole works, just like before 
any of his other gigs. She swal- 
lowed the bait, not without 
many nagging complaints and 
great, suspicious gestures of the 
eyes. He promised to call in as 
soon as possible—there wasn't 
much she could say. 

Bert kicked himself several 
times after the initial success— 
hell, he could have pulled the 
stunt as many times as he 
wanted before and it would’ve 
worked. Hell’s bells, he said, no 
sense crying over spilt milk and 
missed opportunities, as he pat- 
ted the pocket in his Pendelton 
shirt where the Vegas airline 
ticket was stashed, along with 
the hotel reservation receipt, and 
the check for credit of ten dol- 
lars worth of chips at the crap 
tables. A package deal, from a 
suburban travel agency on the 
far side of town. He took the 
truck to the airport driving with 
a very light heart, and a boner of 
subtle anticipation. The old 
crank was still in good shape, 


and Bert was determined to dip it 
into everything and anything in 
sight once he got to Vegas, even 
if he had to pay for it. 

That's how Bert happened to 
wind up at the poolside, laying 
on his belly on the towel, hiding 
his tree trunk dick, and geeking 
as the twenty-year-old pink 
peaches gently roasted them- 
selves to a sensual shade of 
golden brown beneath the desert 
sun. From the time he woke, to 
the time the sun went slowly 
down that first day, Bert lay on 
the towel, unable to move be- 
cause his paralytically stiff 
penis would not let him, order- 
ing drink after drink, and despar- 
ately attempting to shield his 
white Texan flanks from the 
rays of the sun with his double- 
knit pants and his tourist shirt. 

It was only about five thirty, 
when the sky was glowing red 
did the last of the big-titted 
young ladies leave the poolside, 
and Bert's magnum boner re- 
ceded, and he was able to pick 
up his painfully roasted middle 
aged body and head back to his 
room to change in preparation for 
the night’s hunt. 

Once in ‘his air-conditioned 
room, he stripped, and showered 
and then coated his broiled lobs- 
ter hide with a quart of sunburn 
spray, dressing over the tender 
meat in yellow doubleknit 
pants, and a banlon shirt of pink, 
with a western style embroi- 
dered purple and satin green 
sport coat—he looked like a 
born-to-loose professional poker 
player, but he was intent on win- 
ning the only game in town that 
held his interest—the black 
meat game. 

All his buddies at the con- 
struction company had a thing 
about dark meat too—they liked 
its exotic flavor, the scent of the 
jungle, and they liked to talk 
about their many adventures 
with midnight momma’s and 
soul sisters while they pounded 
finishing nails into veneer and 
planned down perfect fitting 
cabinet panels. Bert enjoyed 
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hearing other men’s fantasy, and 
he carefully noted all of the 
specific items in each ribald tale 
that might help him to act 
quickly, intelligently, and 
above all, in his own best inter- 
est should he ever happen to 
stumble across an opportunity to 
score with a sable fox. 

They all seemed to be aware 
that Vegas was the place to 
score with a mellow barbeque 
baby, for the ghettoes of their na- 
tive state and their local com- 
munity were dangerous places, 
places steeped in time-honored 
hostility and bitterness, and 
even if one could score there, the 
quality was severely lacking, 
especially compared to what 
was available in Vegas—show 
girls, professional talent from 


the four corners of the earth, and 
dark dreamboats whose only 
purpose in life was to make real 
the fantasies of wary and wise 
white hunters with an unbeara- 
ble craving for dark flesh. Joe’s 
Mambo Lounge, Barbeque Bob’s, 
Harriet’s Tropical Grill—these 
were names of the places the in- 
siders went, the men with experi- 
ence, the men with that same 
craving as Bert, and these were 
the names of the haunts Bert 
would patrol that very night, in 
search for that special exotic 
beauty, that delicious chocolate 
flavored pussy that would 
gently twiddle his heavy scro- 
tum till it burned with the old 
familiar flame of lust once 
more. Bert gave himself a final 
once over in the mirror, adjusted 
his string tie, and his dry-look, 
blue-collar hairdo, and went out 
of the room to make his way to 
the telephone booths in the hotel 
lobby. 

The lounge and lobby were 
fairly well deserted, and it ap- 
peared that most of the guests 
were interested in eating at this 
hour, before the gambling urge 
had completely enthralled 
them. Bert went into the phone 
book, and looked up’ the address 
of Barbeque Bob’s—he favored a 
soul dinner tonight, ripe black 
female asshole, smothered in 
sauce and dripping with gravy 
was what he was craving, and 
Bob’s was reputedly the place to 
find it, at bargain rates. 

It was located only a few 
blocks away, and Bert decided to 
walk it. He stepped out of the 
lobby, and almost choked to 
death on the hot desert air. He 
hailed a cab, and jumped in, 
hoarsely calling out the desired 
destination to the cool as a cu- 
cumber driver. The driver didn’t 
move, and just stared into the 
rearview mirror. 

“Get a move on driver,” said 
Bert, eager to get his teeth into a 
sauce slobbering thigh, or a 
moist Afro bush. The driver 
stayed where he was. 

“You lookin’ for some tan ac- 


tion, buddy? That why you want 
to go to Bob’s?” he asked in a 
knowing voice. 

“Yeah,” responded Bert, not 
giving a shit that his intentions 
were so obvious to the greasy 
stranger. 

“Well, Bob’s is for the fuckin 
tourists, buddy, a clip joint— 
you know what I mean, lotsa 
show, no go, lots of tits, and ass, 
and go-go dancers, but none of 
that hot, dark pie that you need 
to get so bad, understand?” he 
asked, still looking at Bert in 
the mirror. Bert instinctively 
trusted the sleazy driver, for 
there was no one else to trust. 

“Where can I get a slab of 
that dark pie, a nice, spicy slice 
of Afro barbeque, eh brother, and 
I want primo stuff, tight, 
smooth, dark, and hungry, you 
know what I mean?” Bert fired 
back. 

“Sure do. Artie's Roman Bath 
Massage Parlor. Ask for Wanda, 
got it? I’ll take you there to the 
door and fix it up for you for a 
ten spot. Wanda's anywhere from 
twenty to two hundred, special 
treatments are extra, you know. 
A deal?” the driver said, putting 
the car in gear and pulling 
away. 

“A sure deal,” responded the 
erect, and excitable Bert. 

They got to Artie's in no time, 
the driver went in, Bert waited, 
and then the driver signalled for 
him to come in the door. He paid 
off the sleazer with the ten spot, 
and then walked in deeper, and 
was confronted by the towel 
clothed Wanda. He nearly shit 
and ejaculated on the spot. 

It was the Amazon of his 
dreams, the voluptuous long 
haired, great-big titted Afro 
queen herself, wearing nothing 
but a white towel and a pair of 
ruby red heels, which added to 
her tall stature so greatly that 
she towered over the six foot Bert 
as if he were a child. 

“What’s it gonna be, tiger,” 
she whispered as she slow-strut- 
ted toward him, unwrapping the 
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towel and giving him tasty al- 
ternate shots of butt, breasts, and 
thigh, carefully keeping her 
prized black cherry tightly 
under the concealing wraps. 

“What’s available, honey?” 
Bert slyly answered, sitting 
down on the only seat available, 
a red velvet couch, to ease the 
tenting in his trousers. 

“Well, Texas, a handjob is 
twenty, a blowjob is thirty, 
around the world is forty, suc- 
tion fuction and a rim shot for 
dessert is fifty, and from there 
up, you got the eight course bar- 
beque special for one hundred, 
the ranch style midnight break- 
fast for one fifty, and the all 
night dinner party, with live 
music and appetizers for two 
hundred. What’ll it be, big hung 
hunter?” Wanda oozed, turning 
and bending over in front of him, 
dropping her towel, and spread- 
ing her ass cheeks with her 
painted fingertips so that Bert 
could see what was cookin’ in 
the kitchen. 

“Pll take the two-hundred 
dollar dinner, with all the 
sauce and trimmings, hold the 
live band,” he answered, drool- 
ing with heat, and already begin- 
ning to leak like an old boat be- 
tween his legs as the faint odor 
of black female heat rose to his 
twittering nostrils. 

“Big spender. Big spender bet- 
ter have a lot of cum hanging be- 
tween those shaking knees, 
‘cause old Wanda's good at the 
drainage game. Listen, you sure 
you can handle the full course 
dinner—why not try a handjob 
first, and come back tomorrow 
night for the blueplate special, 
if you can still stand up.” She 
was mocking him—he had no 
need for this kind of bullshit. He 
got to his feet, handed her a wad 
of signed travellers checks, and 
then unzipped, and hung his pole 
out for examination, grinning 
neatly at the awestruck black 
massuese. 

“No more wise cracks, sister. 


Where do we go from here?” Bert 
asked, using his beefy hand to 
run up and down the length of 
his lethal looking appendage. 

“This way, sir, to the baths, 
sir!” Wanda replied, beckoning 
profusely and humbly to Bert, 
addicted at first sight to the vi- 
sion of such a cumbersome and 
potentially pleasurable mem- 
ber, a member the likes of which 
Wanda had never seen, even at- 
tached to the steaming black 
crotches of the pro-footballers 
who often times took her for the 
two hundred dollar ride on the 
off season. 

They went into the vapor 
filled bath house to polish 
Bert’s nodes and heavy equip- 
ment in preparation for his even- 
tual unleashing upon Wanda’s 
body. She stripped him down, 
stark naked, and led him by the 
dick to a sunken pool where she 
urged him with a gentle squeeze 
to the knob to enter, for sanitary 
and other purposes. He did, and 
he motioned for her to join him 
—she laughed, and bent over, 
her immense tits mashing into 
his perspiring face, and she 
reached down into the water to 
lather up his vitals. The sensa- 
tions were exquisite for Bert, and 
he closed his eyes as she worked 
the long bar of soap around his 
stuffed balls and up into his ass 
erack in rim shot preparation. 
His mind stirred briefly in a con- 
centrated effort to call up his 
Afro visions of the Black Cherry, 
but only red heat filled his field 
of interior sight, and he knew 
that all he really had to do was 
open his eyes, and there she 
would be, thick moist lips drawn 
back in a tender smile, delicate, 
skilled fingers working over the 
throbbing length of his now 
bright pink dick, heavy, aromatic 
tits jiggling before his lust 
drunken eyes—the Black Cherry 
was his in the flesh and the vi- 
sion was sensation. 

When he was clean and very 
firm, Wanda gave him a tug on 
the choad head that signalled 


she was about to serve up lunch, 
beginning with butthole salad 
and proceeding afterwards to 
chicken fried thigh. She pulled 
on him, and he lunged for her 
thigh, wrapping himself around 
her sturdy leg and trying to pull 
her into the pool with him. She 
squealed in laughter, and 
tugged more on him, till with a 
sigh, he stood up, and stepped 
out of the pool, his foot of tube- 
steak splatting against his ster- 
num with each step. 

She giggled approvingly as he 
inserted a hand up her asshole as 
they stepped into the ruby lit 
luxury of her personal massage 
booth. She went straight for the 
silken sheets, and held onto the 
headboard, bent over lasciv- 
iously at the waist, her head on 
the pillow, her heeled feet wide 
apart on the floor, Bert’s nose 
now deeply in her butthole 
while his hands strayed over her 
crisp pubes and twiddled her 
magnificent and well lubed clit 
nub. She moaned lightly, and 
spread out further, and then 
began to rotate her asshole, 
using Bert’s nose as a shaft. He 
responded with tongue, and then, 
when he had lubed her tightness 
thoroughly, he stepped up and 
back, and prepared to enter into 
total, tight and tasty bliss, 
splitting the backdoor of the 
Black Cherry with his distended 
dork. She squealed once in agony 
and bliss, and then began those 
Afro milking rhythms on the 
length of his burning meat. 

Bert stayed right with her the 
whole night, and she stayed 
right with him, and for the next 
four days, Bert made up for the 
last twenty years of his life and 
all of the frustrations that had 
accummulated in that long 
span. Curiously, he never even 
bothered to give old Reba a 
phone call; it just seemed to 
slip his mind. That’s what he 
said when he entered the door 
back home on Friday night, a 
dreamy look of fulfillment writ- 
ten all over his sun-burned face.e 
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